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The moft lamentable Trageme 

Haft thou noLetrers to ms from the Frier i 


<JMm. Nomv^oodLoid. 


Exit. 


Ro. No matter get thee gone, 
And hyre thofc horfes,Ilc be with thee ftraight. 
Well iulietX will he with thee to night: 
Lets fee for mcanes.O niifchicfe thou art fwift, 
To enter in the thoughts of defperate men. 
I do rem ember an Appothacaric, 
And here abouts a dwells which late I noted, 
In tattred weeds with ouerwhelming bt owes, 
4 o Culling offimples, meager were his lookes, 

Sharpc mifcrie had worne him tothe bones: 
And in his needie (hop a tortoyes hung, 
An allegater ftuft, and other skins ^ 
Of ill (haptc fiflies,and about his (helucs, 
45 A bcggcilv account of cmptic boxes, 

Greene earthen pots,bladdersand rnuftiefcedes, 
Kcmnantsofpackthred,and old cakes of Rofes 
Were thinly <ca:tered,to make vp a (Tie w. 
Noting this penury, to my fclfe 1 faid, 
An if a man did need a poyfon now, 
Whofe fale is prefent death \x\Cfr[antu<t y 
Here Hues a CatiiTe wretch would fell it him. 
O this fame thought did but forerun my need, 
And this fame needie man muft fell it me. 
As I remember this (hould be the houfe, 
Being holy day , the beggcrs (hop is (hut. 
What ho Appothccarie* 
Appo. Who calls fo lowd? 
Kow. Come hither roan, I fee that thou art poore. 
Holdjthereisfoitieducketsjletmehaue 
6o A dram of povfon/uch foonc fpeeding geare, 

As will difpeatfe it fclfe through all the reines, 
• That the lifc-wcarie-taker may fall dead, 
And that the Trunke may be difcbargd ot breath 
As violently^ haftie powder ficrd 
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Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombev 

Toti. Such mortal! drugs I haue,but Mantuat\zyit 
Isdcatbtoanyhethatvttersthem. 

Ro. Art thou fo bare and full of wretcnedneflc, 
And'feareft to die,famine is in thy chcekes, 
Meed and oppreilion ftarueth in thy eyes, 
Contempt and beggerw hangs vpon thy backer 
The world is not th> f riend,nor the worlds la w, 
The world affoords no law f o make thee rich : 
Then be net poore,but brcake it and rake this. 

Pott, My j^oucrtie, but not my will confents. 

Ro. I pray thy pouenie and not thy will. 

<Poti. Put this in any liquid thingjou will 
And drinke it off,and if you had the ftrength 
Of twentie men,ir would difpatch you ftraighc. 
T^.There is thy Gold,vvorfc poyfon to mens foulesj 
Doing more mui ther in this loathfome world, 
Then thefe poore copounds that thou maicft not fcll # 
I fell thee poyfon^thou haft fold me none, 
Farcwel^buy roode,and get thy felrc in flefll. 
Come Cordiall and nor poyfon,go with me 
To laltets graue,for there muft I vfc thee. 

"Exeunt. 

Enter Frier Iohn te Frier Lawrence. 

hh % HolyFrancifcan Frierjbrothcr^ho. 
Enter Lawrence. 

Lw. Thisfame fhouldbethevoyceof Frier hhn f 
Welcome from C%wf#d,what fay es Romeoi 
Or if his minde be writ,giue me his Letter. 

lob. Going to find a barefoote brother out, 
One 6f our order to affotiate me, 
Here in this Citie vifiting the ficke , 
And finding him,the Searchers of the Townc 
SufpeQing 'hat we both were in ahoufe, 
AVh:re (he infectious peftilencedid raigne, 
Scald vp the doores,ar.d would not let ys forth* 
So that my (peed to A! antua there was (laid. 

L Lay* "Whs 
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